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A large tree spreads protecting limbs
over the diners at Suzina's, and now and
then a leal flutters down and gettlea gt“nll_\‘
in the soup or favors the spaghetti with a
decorative touch. The tables are on the
little stone pavement that runs around !ho
flower bed and on the platform that Suzina
has had built by the back fence.

But it is doubtful if you can find a place
8t one of these tables unless you )\rr-nm_\t
yourself before half-past 6, and it is cerlain
that you won't find a place unless you are
wreil known to Suzina, or  ne of herminions,
ar have iriends who are.

For—this exposure must be whispered—
Suzina docsn't pay 81,200 a year, or any
other sum, for the privilege of providing |
ordinaire with a dinner that costs the |
feaster 19 conte, including the wine.  She
ecould never o it.  Likewise, her patrons
ecould never do withont the ordinairs

Yet it would be a loss to the town it
Buzina's were no more. She knows it,
g0 every vight shie has a stern sentine! at
the basemont door

The house iz mersly one of many non- |
commitia, high-stoop brownstones not
far from the French quarter. There is no
sign outside. It would e useless to try
to find it nnless von have a special tip
If you have the latter you ring the base- |
ment bell, and the door swings open |

This does not mean, however, that yon
have made good your entrance to Suzina's,
A very small, but very resclute fignre bars
your way and a pair of very keen eyes are

Jooking up at you. It isfor you to speak. |
“May ] have my dinner here?” |
If you've made a good first impression |

you hearthe words, “Please wait a minute,” |

ocoming from somewhere near your knees.

It is the voice of a slip ofa girl. You wait '

in the dingy basement hall, rather enjoying

the novol sensation of soliciting the privi- |

Jege of patronizing & New  York restaurant. |
Almost immediately Suzina herself |

emerges from the kitchen, a buxom creature |

with a white apron suspended from anample |
waist. A pair of scrutinizing eyes like the
little girl's are fixed upon you. In allhum-
bleness you again make your request.

“Haf you any friends who come hnre,}
Monsieur?” .

*Well, no, but—-" !

Suzina shrugs her shoulcers and smiles
apologetically.

*I am very sorry, Monsieur, but we have
mone but z: regular customer.”

The humiliation of it! You are not of
the bohemian elect. You've actually been
turned down, or rather again turned up
—up the basement steps and out into a
Philistine world.

But mention a familiar name to Suzina.

*“Ah, you know ze doctair? Yes, yes. |
Come in, Monsieur. He iss not yet here, |
but will be at 7 o'clock. You sit at his |
table, yes?" !

You follow your hostess through the !

|
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back hall into the kitchen, an immaculate
kiwchen, with a glowing range, and through
the kitchen into the back yard, where you
take a seat at one of the snowy little tables
beside the flower bed and beneath the yourg

VA,

This is delightful, but it is not all. You
are among poets.

The fact that they are poets is indicated !
by the deep gaze they turn upon the soup
and the medﬁ,nlvu manner in which they
wind the spaghetti around their forks. !
Artists are here; their independent hair
and flowing ties proclaim them.

On every hand are girle—vivacious girls
who are out for a little lark, and show by a
pleased flutter that they think they are

ng of the forbidden; solemn girls
who are artistic, and feel that it is a serious
matter; elderly girls, who have grown
portly on tables d' hote.

They all turn as you make your entrance
and perceiving at once your distinotion of
beanJeg. wonder what you've written or
what you've painted. Bows and smiles

are being constantly tossed about the back
rd

Every now and then there suddenly rises
above the subdued cha ter and clatter !
the voice of somebody summoning a waiter, |
always by the first name and always with !
an accent that is French or Italian, or at |
any rate is not American. Unless _\'ou;
have practised an accent you don't raise
your voice at Suzina's. But if you have
the accent you naturally work it hard.

The shadows of night come softly over
Buzina's back fence. The bird on your
plate, upon which you have been exer-

your wrist muscles, grows dim.
Bright eves that you haven't been able to
refrain from occasionally glancing into
under the spell of twilight out here in the

ard become merged in the gloom. Faces
iade away in the darknese. Lights begin to
low in the rows of windows that look

Wn.

It is now that the candles are brought out.
Not long ago, impelled by the spirit of
progreas, Suzina had a large oil lamp and
reflector nailed to the fence, But her

trons didn't ocare for progress, so she
K:n reverted to the candles.

Some of those who come every night have
little boxes with glass sides for their candles.
The majority, however, are well content
with just common eandlelight that flickers
in the gentle breeze and throws odd shadows
onthe intallectual countenances of the diners
as they linger over thoir coffee, talking elo-
quently, or smoking dreamily.

Ah, this coffee and cigarette time at
Suzina's! The trials of the meal itself
have been forgotten. The unreality
of the might is on the yard and its guests.

ft is & time to think up new poems. The
laughter of the girls is musical, and mo-
mentarily the fair, Madonna-like face
that has drawn you so glowe in the dark-
ness from the lfht of her cigarette and
then goes back into the shadows, more
alluring, if possible, than before.

All is calm and roothing here on a May
evening. There are no songs no speeches
or any hilarious Brooklyn or Harlem
bohemians, who are bohemians so seldom
that they feel themselves obliged to make
a noise about it. They would be com-
pletely out of this back yard picture.

8o dignified is its tone that only rarely
does any one become “illuminated” here,
although for this the mild virtue of the
ordinaire deserves some credit. If you
should see anybody in the yard with what
may be termed a ‘'still’’ on, you may be sure
that he has come in from wilder scenes,
and you will notice that he bears himself
discreetly, like a man of culture.

An elderly gentleman entered late on a
recent Saturday eveninf and after a period
of meditation at a table by himself arose
and announced politely that he was Rame-
ses II. It was not with any undue pride
}hat he disclosed his real identity,but mereaI{

of the purpose oi meeting any and all
ocomers in a debate on the doctrine of rein-
earnation,

Nobody deniod that he was Rameses.
For several minutes he talked learnedly,
with a number of allusions to the facts of
Esztb\n history. Then he sat down, satis-
fiad. Thie is the acholarly kind of inebria-
tion they have at Suzina's.

A little later on the same evening the el-
derly gentleman saw his daughter over in
another corner of the yard enToyin with a
party of friends the sociability of cigar-
ettes.  Fvidently feecling that (t was time

:) élo :11‘: ((J:ugiyl as a fat x:;hhe arose nga&

nd picke 8 way w amon
tables in her dimctloxyx. ¥ L

“Marie,” he said, steadying himself against
the fence, “you know I disapprove strongly,
Yery strongly, of your cigarette smoking.

| a8 a sort of sordid ante-climax to a poeti- ;
| cal evening at Suzina's, you always settle |
{ with Suzina herself in the kitchen.

, Committee he said wo-day:

| oaromonies of the Greek Church started at

a daughter of mine should do it. Wh.v'
won't you-," his voice had a note of |
pleading in it—“why won't you follow the |
oxample of your father if you must smoke, |
and smoke a pipe?

This was the extent of his fatherly ad-
monition, and there is never anything more
strenuous at Suzina's, except on the eve-
iingr] when a thunderstorm comes up sud-
denly.

Then there is hurrying to and fro, aa the
poet says. Every one becomes his own
mover of furniture, to say nothing of the
loaf of bread and the jug of wine

There i a war of tables. If yours is
crowded out of the shelter by the back
door you must take it into the stuffy little
dining room, where youcontinue the repast
under difficultios.

In the mélén your soup has probably
been mislaid, and your wine bottle is lyin
disconsolately on ite side, with its life blood,
50 to speak, covering a large area on the |
tahlecloth with a dripping redness. And
Just as you are beginning to accept these
drawbacks in a spirit of philosophy and
wax merry agaln, the thunder becomes
distant and dies away, and the glint of the
setting sun adorns the tender leaves with
diamonds of the first water.

Unless you want to dine alone you carry
vour table out to the yard again. What
if the spaghetti has become sodden and
little drops of water keep falling on your
roast? Food is not all. Think of the fresh
fraprance of the flowers and leaves.

The little finanasial matter which comes

That
is, you almost always settle. You are not,
of course. a properly qualified Bohemian
if you are not rather short at times.

e proper way to meet thie little emer-
genoy 18 to edge over toward the range and
explain to Suzina Low it is in a tone of con-
fidential friendliness. She rarely makes
a scene. If you have a face and
friends in the back yard among whom you
could not afford to be known as a defaulter
for 40 cents or 80, or even $1.20, you may

Dine and go away,
And settle up another day.
Suzina's address?

Well, hardly.
NEW TALE OF KISHINEFF.
Refugee Who Reaches Philadelphia Tells
of Awral Horrors He Saw.

PHILADELPIIA, May 26.—Further details
of the anti-Semitic rfots in Kishineff were
told to-day by Schimon Feldman. who
reached Philadelphia by way of Rotterdam
and New York. He was one of a party of
twenty-four who fled from Kishineff to
America. His wife and six children are

left behind in Kishineff
He was a wholegale liquor dealer and his
g]aw of business was wrecked by the mob,
hrough the secrotary of the Russian Relief

*On the Saturday before Easter the
midnight as usual, the Christians celebrat-
ing the feast with much drinking Many
became drunk and began to plunder the
Jewish quarters in the southwest part of
the town.

“Sunday morning they bagan to go through
the business part of the town, making
their way from the southwest to the north-
east, plundering and burning stores and
houses, killing men and children and out-
raging women and girls.

“l witnessed some of the awful inci-
dente. The Jows ran through the streets,
secking safety in any place that offered
the slightest hope of asylum. I saw a
womau mutilated in a manner tvo horrible
to be described. I missed my daughter,
1¢ years old, and was told to look in the
burying ground for her. [ saw lying thera
forty-«ight dead men and four dead women,
mutilated beyond recognition.

“All the hospitals, both Jewish and Chris-
tain, and many private homes were soon
filled with the wounded. Ishouldl eay there
were more than a thousand of them. Some-
times I saw them lying in doomKl. In a
hospital I saw an old man. They had
driven nails through his feet and was
very low.

“Wherever a Jew was seen in the street
he was killed. In the plaza of the town
bands of men outraged women in the pres-
ence of their husbanda. Little girls not
more than 10 yvears old are lying in the
hospitals as the result of their treatment
by thexe gangs. BSome of them were dying
when I left.

“All classes joined in the murder and
pillage. A notary public named Posar-
shivaky went ahead of a mob with a cane
and pointed out Jewish houses to plunder.
I also saw a lawyer in the crowd Many
good Christian people pitied the Jaws and
oconcealed them. To hide in Christian
houses was the only way for the Jews to
escape. On Tuesday evening hussars on
horseback began to drive the mob back
with knouts. As soon as the people saw
this the massaores stopped.

“The hussars had been stationed in the
town all the time, but did not interfere
before.  On Thureday or Friday following
the Governor of Kishinef was callei by
telegram_to S8t, Petersburg. After Tues-
day the Jewish business community began
counting the Joases, These were estimated
to be not less than 15,000,000 roubles, or about
£7,500,000. About 1,200 or 1,500 houses
and stores were destroyed. There are
at least 8,000 or 10,000 homeless. Wherever
vou go you will see the poor and un-
fortunate.” .

THE LONGEST WAY AROUND.
Travels of Telegraphic Messages When
the Wires Were Down in the West.

The recent storms in the West did great
injury to the telegraph wires, but the daily
papers came out each morning with the
news of the world, and few people outaide
of the telegraph and newspaper offices
knew how it was done or appreciated the
expedients devised to get the messages
through.

One night the wires were down between
Omaha and Council Bluffs, just across the
river. An electric light tower had been
blown down upon them. All telegraphio
communication with Omaha was cut off,
but the messages came as usual and almost
as_quickly. -

But they did a lot of travelling to get
across the river. First they were tele-
gm,?hed from Chicago to 8t. Louis, then
to Kansas City, from Kansas City to Denver

and from Denver back to Omaha, making
a distance of 2,000 miles to get across the
Missouri River. This might have been

shortened if the wires batween Omaha
and Kansas City had not been down alsa,

Recently the connection between Denver
and San Francisco was broken, Despatches
were sent out from Chicago as usual, but
could gzc no farther than Denver. There
ocould no question of their lying over
a day or two. They simply had to go
through. And they went, but by a round-
about way.

First they were sent back East, via Kan-
sas City to 8t. Louls,and from there tele-
graphed down to El , where they got
on &e Southern Pacific system and reached

n Francisco by the way of Los Angeles,
They travelled 2,000 miles out of the way
to get there, but the morning papers had
all the news the next mornlnlf

Sioux Cltr. Ia., is onl{‘l tthe over a
hundred miles from Omaha, yet one time,
when oonnection was bmhn. messa,
travelled 1,500 miles to get from one city
to the other,

The operator at Sioux City got a wire to
e san e s
spatches ran down CaAgo
back to Omaha. In this ocase it certainly
was an illustration of the proverb,

3
3
3

It grioywms me to see it. I am surprised that
|

“The longest round is the shortest
{wnyhomo‘.; ™ * =sReal

wit
A.“i"ﬂu Yale boy was so sound

THE SUN. SUNDAY. MAY 81, 1903.> .

THE SOBERING UP
OF YALE BUDDY.

Sudden Ending of the 2-Circle-X
Outfit’s Week Off at
Pocatello.

“The boys name was Hugh Sobuyler
Something-or-other—the fag-end of his
signature belonged to some toppy New
York family; but all of us working on the
old 2-Circle-X ocalled him Yale, or Yale
Buddy, or just Bud, according to how much
breath we had to spare,” raid the man from
Idaho. “On the day that he strayed out
to the 2-Circle -X and struck the boss—him-
gelf a Yale alumnus—for work, and got it,
the foreman convoyed him over to the
bunkhouse and introduced him to us in
hia best humorous vein.

“ ‘You fellers,’ he gald to us, ‘don’t want
t' be none rude or rough with this yere fra-
gile piece o' work,’ pushing the new hand
to the front, ‘bdcause, from th’ way him an'
th’ bosa was a-talkin' t'gether, I onder-
stand he's been t' Yale, an’ they tell me
that them Yale boys {8 sure handled on-
common tender an' pampered a heap.'
And from then on we only knew the new
hand as Yale, or Yale Buddy.

“The humor of the foreman’s introduc-
tory remarks congisted in the fact that the
new hand, although he hadn't been shaving
more than a few years, stood 6 foot 8 in his
mocecasing and had a pair of shoulders on
him that forced him to edge his way through
the bunkhouse door on the oblique plan.
I never saw a new ranch hand who looked
better able to take care of himself.

“There wasn't much to teach him, except
roping, throwing, branding and the details

i of the round-up, for he knew how to sit a
| horse like one of Teddy Forsyth's Sixth

(Cavalry men. One evening, after the
finish of a round-up, when Yale Buddy
had been on the ranch for about fourteen
months, the boss strolled over to the bunk-
house, where we were all stretched out,
smoking, and passed out money, telling us
that we might as well streak to Pooatello
for a week, if we thought we could behave-—
the old man always sort o’ grinned when he
got that in about our ‘behaving’, for he'd
slept in a bunkhouse himself for quite some
ysars before he acquired title to the 2-
Cirole-X.

“It was a thirty-mile jog to Pocatello
and we saddled up before sunrise the next
morning 8o as to get there by noon and
dodge the afternoon heat. In lesa than
two hours after we got there Yale Buddy
was trying to jump his cayuse over the
Idaho Gem honkatonk, which was all of
fourteen feet high and fully as wide.

“That, of course, was too much of a jump
for any kind of a horse, and the best that
the cayuse could do was to try, landing
with all four of his feet against the weather-
boards and then ekilfully dropping back
on his hoofs again, with Bud hanging around
his neck and whooping like a Moqui snake-
dancer at an adder-eating fiesta.

“Then the Yale Buddy, who for a sure
thing had his horse educated up to a whole
lot, would get behind the cayuse and hold
up his watch—the watch had Yale's initiala
studded in dilamonds on the case—and have
the cayuse kick at it with his heels and see
how near he could come to converting it
into junk gold and chip gems.

“These cayuse stunts palled on Yale
long before dusk, and so he rode down
to Orph Magoon’s red-eye wickiup to play
with the bear. Orph had a pet cinnamon
bear that stood about 6 foot 8 when he rarea
up on his hind pawe, and Yale liked to
rassle and box with this hear. They
rassled and boxed for the drinks, and after
every fall or round Yale and the cinnamon
'ud stroll up to the bar, arms linked, and
have one—Yale a straight hooter of the
mesquite fluid and the bear a water-bucket
full of beer. 1t cost $2 to fill the bear's
bucket with beer every time they glided
over to the counter, but Yale and the cin-

namon were always great pals on these trips |

and Bud didn't know anything about the
meaning of money, anyhow, never having
stacked up against the need of it.

“In such calm and soothing employ-
ments the Yale Buddy spent all of the reat
of the day and all of the night, so that when
daylight peeked over the sage-brush hijl-
locks on the next morning he was certainly
quite a few corned up Nearly all the
rest of the outfit had grabbed out three
or four hours’ alumber after whittling
off our change at the faro and stud lay-
outs, so that when the sun got around
the next morning all of the 2-Circle-X'ers
were in shape for another day of riot ex-
cept Budd.

“Along toward sun-up Bud had started
to pull down the Pocatello drug store,
board by board, but the slowness of the
work wearied him: and 80 he had pulled
himself up to the roof of the drugstore and
had stretched himself out on the roof for
a nap. We saw him there when we got
out for a coupla of stayers and breakfast,
and Luke Murnane, the assistant fore-
man of the outfit, climbed up to the roof
and stretched a poncho over Buddy so's
to keep the sun out of his face.

“A couple of hours after breakfast; when
all of us except the still slumbering Bud
were beginning to get busy with the hoot-
cans again, the station operator strolled
into Orph Magoon's, where we were an-
ohored.

* I've got a wire for the Buddy,’ he said
to Luke Murnane,

* ‘Buddy,’ replied Luke, ‘is all in an’
asleep on yonder mansard,’ pointing to
the drug store over the way, ‘an’
he ain't‘ due t' bo jolted a’wake nimr:o ;35'
Anyt.}.\ln' that can't wait in this yere mes-

uga?

‘Middling important, I guess,’ said the
telegrapher with a grin, and he handed
the telegram over to Luk«. who broke
the envelope and read the despatch elowly
and with great care.

* ‘Ombreys,’ said Luke, after he had
absorbed the contents of the telegram,
clearing his throat and looking serious,
it sure looks some t' me like this yere
preaente:l’run}u ot dt'hbe laid n‘lge ag'

stponed a few,’ and he passed the tele-
‘z’:unmund for all of us to read.

“The telegram addressed to Buddy was
dated from the overland No. 4 train, west-
bound, and due to stop at Pocatello at 8
o'clock that afternoon. It read:

Shall arrive at Pooatello, with Helen and
QGertrude, on “'ft)‘ to Portland, at 3 this
afternoon. Meet traln and accompapy ua
part of way, MOTHER,

“The telegram had been directed to Buddy
at the ranch, but the operator, knowin
that Yale was along with the 2-Circle-
outfit in Pooatello, of course didn't hike
the pony boy out there with it.

“It appearin’',’ said e Murnane,
after each of us had read the telegram,
“that this yvere Buddy boy's maw, an'
like as not, his two sisters—th' same bein
th' young ladies mentioned in this mes-
sage—are due t' slope 'long this-away
in somethin' lese'n six hours from now,
I'm advisin’ that this yere present drunk
be switched, side-tracked, an' temp'rarily

md up ontil these yere lady relatives o'
K;. in an’ out o' Pooatello in
an', re, I'm recommendin’ t
all hands !it.l‘ u,

in helpin' t' sober Buddy gn. 80 that w'en
these yere kins- o 'n hike
they’ll ind him fit t' be seen an'

ll;: a honor t' old 2-Circle-X. How 'bout

it
*Luke's suggostion went with a wh
and nllhnndn‘v.u.rnod thelrdno\mdowm
a sign and token that they were

Luke in his sentimen

oep on,

top of the drug store roof that Luke Mur-
n.'z)m and Jeff Qlerry had to’ |pound on the
goles of his boots with their n butta
for ten minutes before he opened his eyes.
And when he did o them and mumbled
something it was right clear that Buddy's

twenty straight hours of Kittenishness |

had sub.: rzed him a-plenty.

‘'He's some loco, all rl%l, remarked
Luke as he and Jeff picked Buddy up from
the reof and handed him down to some of
us below, ‘but if he hain't a-lookin' peart
an' purty w'en No. 4 climbs 'long this-a-
way at 8 o'clock, then it won't be because
his. bunk mates hain't done no work over

him,’ and then four of us toting the all-in

Buddy, and the rest falling in behind, we
made for the back room of Orph Magoon's

place.

“First, Buddy was stripped and tenderly
stretched out on a poncho on the floor
of Orph's back room. Then we formed a
buoket brigade and passed along ice-cold

water from a unﬂnﬁ about a hundred yards
L

from Orph's while Luke doused Buddy with

it.
“After Luke had thrown about a dozen
buckets of the rpring water upon him Buddy
n to wriggle on the poncho and sat up.

baga:
Asmn sat up, Luke slunk around behind him .

and put a bottle of hartshorn underneath
his noge. Buddy gave a Siwash w!
and stood np straight, but swaying like a
Colorado aspen in a cyelone.

“Then, from behind. three or four of us
w'th full buckets of water threw them on
the Yale boy all at once, and he gradually
grew clear endugh to be ab'e to see out
of his eyes and to miin to get rubby around
the neckband. This plepsed Luke and
Joff 8o much that each picked up a long
barrel stave and began to ﬁlve Buddy a
Mexican missage—you could ‘have heard
thosa slapsticks a-working half a mile away.

*Buddy sterted to cuss thickly and more
or less unintelligibly, but he was improv-
ing right along and he was able to atand
up straighter each minute. Then
back-heeled him, threw him on the poncho,
pried his teeth open, and poured into him
a powerful dose of apirit of ammonia, in
wataer, that one of us had got at the drug
store on the advice of the drugglsi.

“Then Jeff sat on Buddy while Luke
tickled the bottoms of the Yale boy's feet
with a straw for about ten minutes—that
appeared to be the best stunt of the
lot, for from the beginning of it the Yale
boy started in to cuss connectedly and in
sequence. Then the external water oure,
barrel-stave massage, ammonia cocktail
and all the rest of the programme were
gone over three of four times more, the
Yale boy bucking, side-wheeling and toss-
ing his mane useléssly all the while, so that
a finle after the hour of noon, when the
outfit let up on him, the young fellow was
looking out of eyes that were quite middling
sensible. -

“But, imagining that’he was the victim
of a hazing at the hands of his bunkmates
he was dead sore all the way through, and
game anough, at that, to give his soreness
a tongue,

whoop |

Taike |

“‘You're a bunch of damned tin-horn

curmudgeons,’ he told us as he sat shiver-
ing, without any clothes on, on a stool in
a corner of Orph's back room, and then
Luke, panting a little sfter his two hours of
hard exertion, ltep!ped forward.

“ 'Son,’ he said In a kindly tone to the
Yale boy, ‘they hain’t no ombrey in this
yere fitout whut's got ary thing ag'in you
“-you ought t' know that, W'en we don't
keer none {'r a man we can find other ways
o lettin’ him know it without goin’ thirsty
an' spendin’ two or three hours o' g

rum-vacation time a-tryin’ t' evap'rate th' |

juniper juice out of his frame. I guess
maybe you'd better read this yera—it come
this mornin’ w en you was sleepin’ on top
o' th’ drug store, an’, not wantin' t' dis-
turb you, I took th’ I‘barty o’ openin’ an

readin’ it,' and' he handed the telegram |

over to the Yale boy.

“Buddy read it in one swift glance, and
there was just a slight lump in his throat
and a kind of break In his voice as he got
to hia feet and held out his hand to Mur-
nane,

“‘All right, Luke, and the rest of you
fellows, was all he said as he took all hands
in with his gaze. ‘T won't forget this. I
had it figured out wrong—but I'm not
ging to forget this thing you fellows have

ne for me.’

“Then he put on his ocattle-punching
togs, brushed himself off all neat and tidy,
and half ag hour before the train was due
he came:out of the barber shop looking
as trig as a new pralrie schooner with a
swabbed canvas cover.

*When the train got in—No. 4 made a
half-hour stop at Pocatello at that time-—
a tall, handsome, white-haired and ruddy-
skinned old lady, followad by a pair of

|
1
i
|
|
|
|
|

tall young women of the kind that we had |

often heard about and ncen“ylcmrm of,
but had never actually looked upon out
our way, stepped from the train, and we
knew that they were Buddy's women folks,
for they all looked like him—uso we started
to mosey around to the other side of the
station so's to be out of the way.

“The Yale boy wouldn't stand for that,
though, and he gave us the shout to come
back. Then he was in the arms of his
mother and two sisters all at once, while
Luke Murnane, with a sort of wan and
enviour grin, growled in his mustache,
‘Say, whut 'ud you embreys do t' desarve
a hug from sech specimens o' God
A'miggty'e creation as them three Kkins-
women o' that kid's?’ v
achoed the thought that was in the minds
of all of us

“We all got the next best tmn(ﬁ to a hug,
at that, and that was a handshake, for
Buddy {ntroduced us all to his mother and
sistern—and Luke wa® #o nervous that he
dropped his hat t«ice in trying to take it
off

“ ‘And you are all here on a week's leave
from the ranch?’ sald one of Buddy's swag-~
ger sisters to Luke, 'And you are all so--
so—self-oontained?’ she went on. ‘I had
heard and read that it was all so different—
that you cowboys were guch a dear, wild,
reckless and--shall 1 say it?—noisy lot
when you came into the towna.'

“ ‘We have t' stand f'r a heap o' slun-
derin’', miss,' replied Luke, mlemnl?'. while
Buddy, who was standing right behind his
sister and listening, gave an awful wink
that came mighty nigh busting Luke up
in his business. ‘You can't pay no sort o'
‘tention t' whut you hear about us-—us
coyotes,’ and then Luke had to scuttle for
the far side of the station to give himself
a chance.

“The Yale boy went on to Portland with
his mother and sisters, and when he got back

he had a swell new saddle and a -up
r of fringed chaps for each of us. He's
n in the cattle business on a big ranch
of his own in Wyoming for a goo d many

rs now, and has taught a lot of little
E?x.ddloa how to rope a steer or stop a stam-

ed cayuse—but he has never raised a
cactus-filled tin cup to his face sinoe the
day that Luke Murnane and Jeffy Ger
and the rest of his bunkmates ocalled o
a semi-annual toot for the purpose of fixing
him up t6 meet, without shame, old No. ¢
of the U. P. line.” :

TEACHER IN THE PARK.

School Children Find One Willing to Ald
Them (n Their Lessons.

Ever since pleasant weather set in this
spring, smal! children of the upper West
Side who go to Riverside Park in the after-
noons have founa a young woman either
strolling or reated there with whomn they
could readily make friends, who they pree-
ently discovered could help them very much.

She came to New York from a neighor-
ing rural town, where she used to teach
school, and somehow or other she found
herself interested in the children who flock
to the park these days, and found that,
all but. unknown to herself, she was inter-
esting them also. Her interest in them
seemed to be due to the strength of habit,
and ntly the children began to make
friends with her; and finding her sympa-
thetic, pmloulnriy in school matters, they
next began to confide in her and then to
ask her help with their small problems.

Day bi day this went on, w the youn
woman knew not the names of her sma
friends or the places of their abode, and
they knew no more of her. But they had
gox‘xg‘e to look tfgr‘ﬁor 80 by r{’j&:" from

avin ne & par e to
out of 5°oon while conval !rom":
period of bad health, she to feel that
she had a daily duyty in the park, lest the
ohﬂdrenln. hd-.n new friends, seek their wisre

e in vain.

this ourious form of a new peripatatic
school, with a young American girl at its
) up to a few days ago, when
w called to her home,
i SR p s &
'or slo
‘Riverside Park. e

and I reckon Luke |

EAST SIDE STARS TRIED OUT

AMATEUR NIGHAT AT A BOWERY
VAUDEVILLE THEATRE,

Comers Allowed to Exhibit Their Tale
ents at a Special Performance Onoe
2 Week—Mishaps That Amuse--A
Gold Wateh the Reward of Success.

“Monkey" Susskind, an East Side young
man, decided recently that he would like
to shine as a vaudeville star., 8o he and
Jim Bludroe of Cherry Hill formed an alli-
ance. They got together an outfit consist-
ing of a large hammer, a piece of flagstone,
and a pine board about four inches thick,
a foot wide and three feet long. Then they
oalled upon the manager of a Bowery
theatre. They told him of their ambition.

“We'se de real tings,” said Susakind,
“an’ if youse 'll give us er date we'll make
a hit dat'll make de wise guyn of vodeville
take a gneak up de alley. Say, mister, give
us er trial, an' if we don't bring de chink
in de house weas don't want er cent. See?”

After some deliberation the manager
said: “Come around and see me in a few
days. Near the close of the season I am
going to make Friday night of each week
amateur night. I will give you a chance
then, and if your act is all right I will engage
you for my road show next season.”

The conversation took place several
weeks ago. The first amateur night was
last Friday. It waa held after the regular
performance.

Susskind and Bludsoe were on hand,
and their friends had seate in the gallery
to cheer them on, They were second on
the bill. Susskind placed the pine board
on his head and held it with his hands. Over
the board Bludsoa placed the flagstone.

Susskind then sat in a chair and the act
was ready. Bludsoe wielded the hammer,
The master of ceremonies told the audiaence
that Bludsoe would try to break the stone
with three strikes of the hammer.

The manager atood in the wings in anx-
ous expectation. He was apprehensive of
the result of the act and had vislons of a
visit from the Coroner after Bludsoe had
delivered the firat stroke.

Bludsoe took deliberate aim and bmught
the hammer down with all his might. The
hammer {ust missed landing on Suysakind's
skull. The second blow was a little better,
but the third just struck the edge of the
stone and grazed Susskind’s neck. |,

This was too much for the m r and
lhe ri;?imﬁﬂy oallﬁd l:e halt. Ind.h iffly he
1ustled t e&)dro the stage and breathing
a aigh of relief called the next act.

e friends of the twain did not know
what to make of it and for a while.
But. when the lm&dwo explained matters
they were satiafled. He forgot to tell the
arowd, though, that outside of a few dents
the stone was not disturbed. .

“ Amateur night” on the Bowery has its
instructive as well as {ta humorous' side.
The talent developed thus far is a trifle
above the average and some of the: per-
formers have shown flashes of future great-
ness on the variety stage.

It costs nothing (o get a trial, and the per-
former who does best gets a gold watch.
Men, women and boys take advantage of
the opportunity to display their talents.

'I'h«l .(; mﬁwfﬁ: slhow an olll:‘ w‘hloh
oomprised eight distinot acts, rang rom
A wgv wnlkeg to a Dutch act by two East
Side Italians. The latter team were about
18 and 20 years old. They were on the bill
as “Niley and Steel,” and their make-up
was true to tradition, with the exoception
that they forgot to wear long-hai s
after the style of some of the stellar German
comedians.

Niley, the *feeder” of the two, was under-
sized as s customary in acts of this kind.
He had an expansive paunch and seemed
to enjoy the sensation of appearing béfore
an audience. Thei had rsmmed all
the antique jokes they could think of, and
wound up with a re clog dance an
flip-flop.

Y{. was only when Niley asked his Ru.rtnar
"g,e.."’h‘ o s eanit’
a y of the enoce P
t li‘nwer,v such jokes are sacred. An

All

indignant spectator promptly threw a
;nbti‘:m at tg\?palr. Pt. found an nbidlnﬁ |
place on Niley's paunch. Niley fell back

against the scenery with a thud, and sat
down gasping for wind. When he recov-

The manager cams on the stage, broke
misbeu?;e‘mnu apart and made them

L.
* “If you want to do any fighting go into
the rirrg.' said the manager an 'ly. “This
is a theatre, not an athletic club,

“He punched me first,” said Bn'vles.

*Heo's a liar, he struck me first,” blurted
Bweeoney.

“Shut up!” cried the manager. *“Wash
and dress up and get out of the building as
fast an you can or I'll have you both
pinched.”

The pair tried to apologize, hut the man-
ager was obdurate. 'When Sweeney and

WAS J. J. ASTOR'S VILLA ONCE

HOROKEN HOUSE WITH A HIS.
TORY UP AGAINST A NEW LAW.

Bulit by the Founder of the Astor Family
a8 & Summer Home—{rving and Other
Distinguished Men Its Guests—Now
Its Stoop May Re Cut oOn.

An ordinance passed by the Hoboken

Sayles left the theatre they had another
quarre! {n the street, but it was apparently
a bloodless one, for they we re last seen going
up the street arm in arm.

Joe Burdy, the sixteen-year-old youngster,
received the prize. He was as proud as
a peacock over the gift and was showing
the watch to his friends in the lobby of the
theatre after tho performance.

“Why don't {ou hock it?” eaid one of his
obums examining the timepiece critically.
“You can git a two-apot on it at Simpson’s.”

“Naw,"” said John proudly, “I'm going to
take it home to me mudder and show it ter
her. Mebbe I might need it wen I gets old
enough t' vote.”

And true to h's word he forthwith left
his friends and went homa.

MAY HAVE BEEN CHANCE, BUT--

A Letter to He Transiated Hard on the
Heels of a Transiator Out of a Job.

“We got started the other day on what
looked like a new swindle, " said a post office
inspector, “but nothing came of it becausa
the man who told us of it refused to back
it up should it come to a shaw-down.

“A machinery manufacturer in a down-

town street came to us and said he thought
he had been swindled. A young man of
good appearance had called on him and
introduoed himself as a translator of Span-
ish and Portuguese. He suggested that
the manufacturer must receive a number
of letters from Spain and other foreign
countries and that ha would need some one
to translate them,
i “As a matter of fact, the manufacturer
doesn't get an order from a foreign country
more than once a year, and he was rather
tickled that the young man should think
that he did an extensive business. So
when the young man suggested that the
manufacturer could help him out by giving
him any foreign letters that needed trans-
lating, the manufacturer said that he would
be glad to. The young man left his name
and address and went away profusely
thankful.

“About three days later the manufac-
turer got a seventeen-page letter from
Havana written in Spanish. He studied
the lotter for some hours wondering what
it could mean and then, calling to mind
the young man, sent for him. He turned
the letter over to him, told him to translate
it and send in the bill. The young man
made the translation in a very short time
and brought it back with a bill for $3.40
attached.

“As the manufacturer read the transla-
tion he became mightily pleasad. The
letter purported to come from a Spaniard
who had contracts for bui lding a big bridge.
The job was one of considerable importance
and the Spaniard wanted to know how |

much iron would be needed, what it would |
oost, where he could get it, what he would
have to pay for the machinery and the best
way of getting it to Cuba.

“As the manufacturer waded through the
letter he thought he saw a great light.
(‘onslderinghe size of the job, the writer
seemed to very ignorant of the ins and
outs of the business. Trade terms, which
would naturally be used, were missing,
and there were other things about the letter
which made the manufacturer suspicious.

“After pondering. for some time he de-
cided that there was something more than
a coincidence in the cell of the young man
who could translate Spanish for a com-
mnutlon. and the arrival of the letter from
Juba. The more he thought over the thin
the hotter he became and finally he land
in here with his complaint. -

“We looked up the young man and found
that he had deskroom in an office buildin,
near Wall street. He got very little mail,
and apparently his business wasn't very

pr rOuR.
~€‘1, saw that if he was a swindler we

ared his speech he velled:

“Da mugga whaiL: threwa da cabbaga
isa a bigga de atiff.”

But before he had time to hear the retort |
that followed the stage attendants grabbed |
him and hustled him into the wings. n ;
order wae restored the next act began.

It was given by the Quinn brothers and |
they gave an exoellent display of jig danc- |
ing. ‘l‘hey danced for nearly twenty min- ]
utes and the crowd showed their apprecia- !
tion by throwing money at them. |

The youngest of the two, a oompagtlx i
built lad, seemed to have the better wind. |
He danced until the blood rushed to his
face and the perspiration was streaming
down his brow,

“Keep it up Chimmey, youse de R
yelled an admirer in the gallery. 'Olw;
us de mobile buck an' de Allen street wing.

Let er go, Chimmey! Let er go!”

Chimrgny after ﬁuing !hrouggna ‘number
of intricate gyratione finally fell in sheer
exhaustion upon the stage. Then the
orowd cut loose in real earnest and cheered
the dancers.

“We will now have a Hebrew im =
nation by an Irish lad named Ike Levy,
the master of ceremonies announced as
the Quinn brothers hobbled triumphantly
off the stage.

A tall, lanky fellow, made up after the
fashion of Dave Warficld, put in an ap-

sarance. He slowly straddled toward the
oot)ights, waved his arma, and then drew
hia hands into hLis coat slecves until they
were invisible, n facing the audience,
he hegan a long harangue about liis wife
Rachael and his mother-in-law. Then he
wound up with a parody on a gopulur
song. He was getting along famouely untfl
he tried to dellver a few gags. Then his
troubles begau. ]

*You're a comsedian—nit," some one
shouted.

“Get off!
other. ® ;

“Vamoose,” cried a third.

In a jiffy things were ocertainly coming
his way. Had he been an expert hurdler,
he could not have dodged things better.
Minsiles of all descri;nions were flung at
him from all parts of the house. ' He made
his escape and the ashow was resumed.

About the best act of the night was
furnished by a youngster named Joe Burdf.
He was about 16 and had an exceéptionally
sweet. voios. And, bhesides, ha was a
ocomedian from his toes up. He gave a
mono'ogus which was olever witty
and kept the crowd in excellent humor

he last act on the programms  intro-
duced Sweeney and Sayles, Ivish come-
dians. What they lacked in renal talent
they e up for in unalloyed nerve.
Sweeney, despite his Irish name, was
Semitic in appearance and preemied to take
himself rather soriously. His partner was
as timid as a deer and appeared to have
a presentiment of a catartrophe later on.

After indulging in a sidewalk vonversa-
tion, they began knocking each ' other
about all over the s Sweeney, who
outweighed his partner by at least ten

unds, went at Bayles in too realistic
ashion.

Every time the latter uttered a joke
Sweeney poked him in the eye or on the
jaw with all the etrength at his command.

Once he landed a hard right in Jim Jef-
fries fashion on Sayles's jaw, which must
have made the latter beliave he was an
astrologer. All of this Sayles took good-
na'}}‘xlredly. ) ;

e apectators, especially the occupants
of the gallery, witneased the punching pow-
ars of Sweeney with keen delight and ap-

lauded. This made Sweeney hit all the

arder and it was not long before Sayles
rebelled.

He retaliated in kind. He amashed
Sweeney on the ear with his clinched fiat
and punched him on the mouth until
Sweeney's lips were out.

The manager, who stood in the winge,
saw {rouble brewing and told them to “ocut
it out.” But his mandate had no effect
and in a moment Sweeney and Sayles went
at each other like two longshoremen
were wiping each other up all over the

stage. :
Immediately the house was in an uproan ]

.

You're rotten,” yelled an-

would have a hard job in catching him
and we asked the manufacturer if he would
prosecute if we found out that his little
transaction with the young man was ir-
regular. By that time he had cooled down.
He announced that he had refused to pay
the bill, wasn't out anything, and, there-
fore, didn't want to be put to any unneces-
sary trouble.

“That gut an end to our investigation, aa
we would have no complainant even if we
did make out a case against the young fel-
low. We waited for some one to come
along and kick on the same thing, but so far
there has been nothin’ doin’. e young
man may have been all right and perfectly
}mneatf, !;tut the thing didn’t look good on the

ace of jt."

ROUT OF ONE JANITOR.
Prompt Revolt of the Tenants of an Uptown
Flat Against a New Code.

In an apartment house on the West Side,
where ten families reside, there is a janitor
who came to teach and remained to learn.
The building i8 in the general charge of an
agent who clings to the good, old fashioned
idea that employees are to do what em-
ployers want, and he proved a great sur-
prise to the up-to-date janitor.

An industrious janitor, who had found
a more fruitful field of labor, lately gave
place to the new one, who took charge on
& Thursday afternoon. There seemed to
be no more friction than new machinery
is liable to develop for a couple of days,
but on Sunday moming the tenants re-
ceived a jarring.

No newspaper: or milk came up by ths
dumbwaiter, and rings of the bells from
the kitchens to the basement brought no
answers. Indeed, persistent ringers with
acute ears presently ascertained that their
eager ringing led to the plugging up of the |
bells, for the bells which had at first sounded
clearly through the waiter shaft now ceased
to give forth any sound at all

Wonder was giving place to anger, when
the occupants of the apartments received
neatly written communications, dated the
day before and signed by the janitor. These
read in this wise:

Tenante will please take note of
that garbage will be whist adnf‘::r ngnl';g:t‘;':?:
A. M, dnily, with the exception of Sundays
and holiduye, on which days no garbage
will be taken,

After the garbage has bean whistled for no
garbage will be received.

Also take note of the fact that the deliver
of milk, papers, &o., by the janitor, whic
areé left here by grocerymen, &c.,is purely
optional with 1 "'\, as the renting of these
apartments doc.
the tenants.

These rules are necessary for the proper
manageme! t of the apuitments.

Law-abiding Americans in the house
did not want to disturb the peace of the
Sabbath, and for the most part the com-
munications were received with silence. And
for that one inorning servents descended
and ascended the staire with milk jars,
papers, &c., in their arme, while there
were a few remanrks about the probability
of empty flata being the order in that
building very shortly, if the agent appro ved
the janitor's rules.

The next morning the tenents were
ready to believe thet there is certainly
such a thing as telepathy. Each one who
sought to be first to get at the agent found
thet he alreedy knew what appened.
It developed thet the f'anitor had gone to
him firet with a truthful tale of the issuance
of Janitor's General Orders No. 1.

The agent, beingof the fine old-fashioned
school, had not wezited to hear from the
tenants before instructing the jenitor
in the way he should go, in that building,
at least, and the reslaents there have sinoe
been able to abide as of yore,in the con-
fidence: that there still ives in New York

!

not Include his services to

Councilmen prohibiting sidewalk obstruc-
tions may cause the removal of the sto»
steps in front of the old villa of John Jacob
Astor at the southwest corner of Wash-
ington and Second streets. . The building
is the oldest in Hoboken, with the excep-
tlon of the Stevens family residence at
Castle Point, which was built by Col. John
Stevens in 1784,

John Jacob Astor was reputed to be the
wealthiest man in the United States when
he became a resident of Hoboken and
moved into his villa in 1828. While super-
intending the building of the villa he waa
in the habit of stopping at the boarding
house of the Misses Van Buskirk on the
Hoboken waterfront.

“The old maid Van Buskirks,” as they
were familiarly called, conducted one of
the best-known resorts on the Jersey side
of the Hudson. They were gentlewomen
who were forced to shift for themselves
by the financial reverses of their father.
Their skill in preserving fruit and making
pastries, the care they expended on their
garden and the trimness of their own bro-
caded gowns and white caps were matters
of wide fame.

Mr. Astor's villa had a fine situation
The gardens which surrounded it were
fllled with rare plants and foliage brought
home by the captains of his merchant-
men, and the front windows commanded
an unobstructed view of the Hoboken
river walk. Here there was an ever-
changing parade of pleansure seekers and
Mr. Astor, it is recorded, was very fond
of mingling with them.

Fitz-Greene Halleck spent much time
at Mr. Astor's Hohoken villa. The open-
ing lines of “Fanny,” in which he describes
Manhattan's harbor, are said to have been
written on the porch of the house.

Washington Irving and Martin Van Buren
were also frequent guests at the villa, Ir-
ving was extremely fond of the old Dutch
settlements on the Jersey shore, and is
said to have obtained much of the matter
for his “EKnickerbocker History of New
York” from the Van Horne family, who
lived in the “House of the Four Chimneys,”
whicd is still standing at Communipaw.

Irving and the old millionaire could fre-
quently be seen driving about Hoboken

ahout this time, Their favorite pursuit
was to stop at homesteads and co old
Flemish plate. The author used to tell

his friends at the Salmnﬁundi Club that
they wera wasting time hunt up stuff
of this kind in the New York shops when
such choice things could be picked up by
crossing the Stevens foerry.

Another favorite divorsion of Irving's

Hoboken was to walk through the Elysian
Fields and meet actors who used to go there
to study and rest. A writer of time
says that it was a common thing to see
performers walking in the fields committing
t.bi-ir ' mtlmelir.‘l(;;iyin Flields that Irving

t was in the E i
and Astor used to consort with the mem-
bers of the Turtle Club, which is still in
existence. The members of the original
clubmlwerwai epig‘tpx]ms who lorilevd in their
avoirdupois. e story that ve
the club its motto, “As we {]oumm
life let us live by the weigh,” is Xenied
the present members of the ‘:Tnlmdon.
who say that it was not adop until long
after his death.

Mr. Astor gave up his life at the villa in
1831, when he went abroad, and it passed
from the family estate shortly after his

death. Sinoce that time it has had half a
dozen owners. A Hoboken firm bo t i
eight years ago for $22,600 and the
apartments into offices,. A saloon has

been running on the ground floor for nearly

thirty years.

The villa. was bullt of
had one story and an attic. Another story
was added after it passed from the Astor
astate, and the iron fence which inclosed
it was done away with and the bigger part
of the surrounding ground was cut up
and sold for building lots.

The stone stoop, which is to be remowed,
axtends ten feet from the house line. The
new ordinance provides that the sidewalk
sh&llh n(let be obstructed four fest beyond the

ouse line,

BEFORE THE COPYRIGOT LAW.

Agnes Ethel Tracy the First Woman te
Pay for a Forelign Play.

Agnes Ethel Tracy, who died the other
day, was the first woman in this country
to pay a foreign dramatist anything for the
use of his plays.

In 1872 she went to Paris and met Vio-
torien Sardou. There was no international
copyright law then, and foreign plays were
used here without any compensation to
the authors.

Miss Ethel, as she was called then, talked
with S8ardou about a play for her use, and
was delighted to learn the details of his
“Agnes,” in which there was a role suited
to her, The dramatist had called it “Ara-
bella,” as he thought that a typical American
name., The title was changed, and Miss
Ethel bought the play and peid the degn
of the French dramatists $10,000 in royalties
while she acted in the drama.

This was the first payment ever made by
an American actor or manager to a foreign
dramatist. Now foreign playwrights re-
oeive their royalties, in case certain copy-
right formalities are complied with, as regu-
larly as if they were on the spot.

Agnes Ethel got another play in France
without paying for it. She met Meilhao
and Halévy, authors of “Frou-Frou,” which
she had made famous here. Tney had
never earned a cent from the production,
although Augustin Daly made thousands out
of t. e adaptation was made by him,

The French authors were delightfully
courteous to Mise Ethel and told her that
they wanted her to consider the play her

roperty. It belon legal'y to nobody
?n E\ericn. tney said, and they wanted her
to consider the drama her own.,

Miss Ethel was delighted and told the
story on her return. Some years later
she arranged for an amateur per’ormaince
of the play in Buffalo. She wrote to Au-

18tin a{v as a matter of form, telling

lim that she was to use the old Meilhao
and Halévy drama,

“I beg to notify you,” came the answer
from Mr. Daly, “that you h~ve my per-
miss on to use the play. ~ But I shall expect
my usual royalty on the performance.’

is response amused Miss Ethel, since
if there were any propriotary rights in the
piece in this country they belonged to her
through the gift of the authors.

ROBIN'S NEST OF LACE.

Mrs. Newton of Geneseo Catches Winged
Thief at Work.

GENESEO, N.Y., May 26.—A Mrs. Newton
who lives in Centre street, put two fine
lace collars out on the lawn in front of ter
house to dry a few days ago. When she
went to get them an hour later they were
gone. She was sure nobody s e them,
vecause she was sitting beside a wincov
at the front of the house at the tim
would have seen anybddy entering (i€t
vard. The next day she put ano olin
out and watched, A robin flew down from
an appla tree near by and carried off N
collar. An investigation was made and
the two other collars wore fond W ""I-
into the bird's nest in a croteh of the apins
tree. There was also a small lace hand-
kerchief in the nest. The hird that Wwas
doing the “fine-art” nest building *‘“‘_’ jl"
mate set up a big outery and pecked floreely
at the man in the tree when the nest 'll‘

and

¢

et

one agent who has not surrendered to the
Janitor, -

being pulled down.




